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... Please walk about the club and the gardens and
meet us and each other. We are wearing rosettes."
Later that evening I found myself entangled in con-
versation with the wife of one of our many princelings.
I had often seen her name in the journals and her
picture in the society magazines. She was a leading so-
cialite and was very popular in the province. She did
social work, they said.
"Do you like Bombay or Calcutta?" she asked me,
I replied I had no particular preference.
"You don't like Calcutta?" she asked.
"I do."
"And you like Bombay?"
"Yes."
"Which do you like more?"
"Well, I..."
"Of course you must like Bombay more."
I nodded.
There was a brief pause after which she shot another
question at me. "You haven't got any parents, have
you?"
"Why, yes. I have."
"No brothers?"
"Yes, I have one."
"Then you have no sisters?"
"Yes, I also have a sister."
"They are not married, of course?"
"No."
"Then you are also not married?"
"No."
"Then why do you like Bombay more?"
It could have gone on like this for months if I had
not had sufficient presence of mind to get up> make my
excuses and tell her I had ta see a man about a dog.